OSCAR. WILDE AND HIS CONFESSIONS

" ' Do eat something,' and gave me some thin
white bread and butter. Frank, I shall never
forget it. The water came into my mouth in
streams; I was so desperately hungry, and it
was so delicious; I was so weak I cried," and he
put his hands before his eyes and gulped down
his tears.

"I shall never forget it: the warder was so
kind. I did not like to tell him I was famished;
but when he went away I picked the crumbs
off the sheet and ate them, and when I could
find no more I pulled myself to the edge of the
bed, and picked up the crumbs from the floor
and ate those as well; the white bread was so
good and I was so hungry."

"And now?" I asked, not able to stand more.

"Oh, now," he said, with an attempt to be
cheerful, "of course it would be all right if
they did not take my books away from me. If
they would let me write. If only they would
let me write as I wish, I should be quite con-
tent, but they punish me on every pretext.
Why do they do it, Frank? Why do they want
to make my life here one long misery?"

"Aren't you a little deaf still?" I asked, to
ease the passion I felt of intolerable pity.

"Yes," he replied, "on this side, where I fell
in the chapel. I fell on my ear, you know, and
I must have burst the drum of it, or injured